Gladiator 


Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/49 153474. 


Rating: 

Archive Warning: 
Category: 
Fandom: 
Relationship: 
Characters: 


Additional Tags: 


Language: 
Series: 


Stats: 


Teen And Up Audiences 

No Archive Warnings Apply 

Gen 

Dream SMP 

Technoblade & TommyInnit (Video Blogging RPF) 

TommylInnit (Video Blogging RPF), Technoblade (Video Blogging RPF), 
Phil Watson | Philza 


a really bad time :( 

English 

Part 10 of Lam writing fanfiction about Block Men from the empty 
throne of god 

Published: 2023-08-06 Completed: 2023-08-23 Words: 16,154 Chapters: 
6/6 


Gladiator 


by SilverWing15 


Summary 


The human brings Tommy to a door. The door opens and behind it there’s a monster, one of 
the wrong ones. He’s huge, bound to the floor with chains thicker than Tommy’s arms, a 
collar around his neck and a halter on his face, holding his muzzle closed. 


Tommy freezes as blood red eyes lock onto him. That’s a piglin. That’s a piglin brute. How 
the fuck did humans get a piglin brute into this hellhole?? 


A deep growl rumbles up from the Brute’s chest and Tommy wants nothing more than to flee 
to rise up into the sky and never fucking come back down. His wings strain against the 
bindings uselessly. 


Something is thrown down beside him, a satchel that smells like herbs and clinks like there’s 
glass in it. “He’s injured,” the human says. “Fix him. If he dies, you die.” 


““Wh— 6 


The door slams shut. 


Notes 


This was supposed to be a oneshot. You know, like the normal oneshots I do. The ones that 
are like 2k words? 

This is 16k. 

It just kept going. 


WARNINGS: Obviously all the stuff in the tags. Basically the premise here is Tommy and 
Techno were kidnapped by a group of dickhead humans who use Techno as a gladiator and 
Tommy is supposed to heal him. Techno is basically rabid for a good bit of the fic and in the 
first chapter he breaks Tommy's arm. There's a happy ending and everything is okay, but they 
have a rough road. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


Tommy stumbles, but he doesn’t get a moment to catch himself, the human shoves him 
forward. “Move,” he snarls. 


Tommy wants nothing more than to go home, to be safe, to be in the nest he’d carved for 
himself in a back alley. There is only the stench of blood and fear, in this place. 


The human brings Tommy to a door. The door opens and behind it there’s a fucking monster. 
He’s huge, bound to the floor with chains thicker than Tommy’s arms, a collar around his 
neck and a halter on his face, holding his muzzle closed. 


Tommy freezes as blood red eyes lock onto him. That’s a piglin. That’s a piglin brute. How 
the fuck did humans get a piglin brute into this hellhole?? 


A deep growl rumbles up from the Brute’s chest and Tommy wants nothing more than to flee 
to rise up into the sky and never fucking come back down. His wings strain against the 
bindings uselessly. 


The human shoves him forward, he lands on his hands and knees in front of the Brute. The 
Brute lunges. Tommy screams, cowering into the floor, waiting for the agony of sharp tusks 
tearing him to pieces. 


Nothing happens. The Brute is growling and snarling, straining against the chains until they 
groan, but he can’t reach Tommy. Tommy stares in frozen horror, his heart hammering 
against his ribs. 


Something is thrown down beside him, a satchel that smells like herbs and clinks like there’s 
glass in it. “He’s injured,” the human says. “Fix him. If he dies, you die.” 


“WW h—*‘ 
The door slams shut. 


The Brute squeals a high battle shriek and Tommy cries out, scrambling back as quickly as 
his legs can take him. He pushes back against the wall, staring as the giant piglin snarls and 
strains, eyes locked onto Tommy like he’s his next meal. 


But he can’t reach. 
He can’t break the chains. 
Not yet, at least. 


Tommy’s wings slowly settle, feathers lying flat—as flat as they can at least—the Brute is 
still snarling, but he seems...unfocused, now that Tommy isn’t moving. Like he’s just 
attacking whatever catches his attention. 


Tommy can see the injury he’s apparently here to treat. It’s a vicious thing, deep into the 
Brute’s side, ragged, not a blade. Maybe the humans brought a hoglin through their portal 
too. 


If he dies, you die. 
Tommy swallows thickly. “Hello?” he says softly. 


The Brute shrieks and thrashes against the chains, his arms are out to the sides and Tommy 
can see his claws flexing, like he wants to sink them into Tommy’s flesh. 


Fuck. 


Tommy presses his wings against the wall, a hand feebly clutching at his shirt over his heart. 
As if that would do anything. The Brute subsides after a moment, breathing hard, hunching in 
on himself and snorting lowly. 


Shit. 
If he dies, Tommy dies. 


Tommy has to do something, has to somehow heal that fucking injury when he can’t even get 
close to the Brute. 


“Hey, it’s okay—” Tommy says, aiming for soothing and gentle. The Brute lunges for him 
again. Tommy screams and smacks his head into the wall. He hissses, clutching his head and 
dropping to his knees. “You fucking asshole!” He cries, hurt and scared and so fucking tired 
of this place. “I’m trying to fucking help you!” 


His anger only riles the Brute up further, he screams, straining at the chains until the anchors 
groan. Tommy is so done. 


He bolts to his feet, his wings strain at the bindings, his feet brace. “Shut the fuck up! You 
stupid fucking beast! Nobody is fucking happy! We’re both fucked!” 


The Brute only screams louder. 
Fuck it. 
Fuck it! 


Tommy snatches up the satchel of healing supplies and grabs the healing potion out of it. 
He’ll just fucking throw it on the Brute and hope it works. He doesn’t care anymore! 


He yanks the cork out with his teeth and hesitates. He’ Il have to get closer to the Brute. He’s 
chained, muzzled, but he’s still huge. If he lunges, Tommy’s bones will snap like matchsticks. 


The Brute is glaring at him, his chest heaving, a rasp sneaking into each inhale. 


Tommy sets his jaw and takes a deep breath. He dies either way, really. Either the Brute kills 
him or the humans do. 


Fuck it. 


He shuffles closer, the Brute is still watching, not moving, not attacking. Maybe he just 
doesn’t like the sound of voices? Tommy shuffles a bit closer. 


The Brute’s eyes are glazing over, with pain or blood loss, or both. 


Please dont kill me, Tommy thinks, and he leans forward enough to splash the potion onto 
the Brute’s side. 


A high shriek nearly deafens him. Tommy scrambles back, a cry on his own lips, his arm 
raising to shield his face— 


He’s on the ground, his arm hurts. Oh fuck his arm fucking hurts. Gods it hurts so much. 
Tommy inhales and cries out, it’s hoarse, but it’s answered by a deep snarl. 


The Brute. 

Right. 

The Brute had— 
Tommy looks at his arm. 
Oh fuck. 


Oh it’s not supposed to look like that. It’s really fucking not supposed to look like that. His 
stomach churns dangerously. 


Oh gods. 


It’s broken, it’s absolutely broken. Tommy sobs and uses his good arm to drag himself further 
away from the Brute. Slowly, so fucking slowly, he puts his wings to the wall. He has to be 
careful as he sits up, every wrong move makes him cry out. He curls his knees loosely to his 
chest, his arm cradled gingerly in his lap. Tears spill down his cheeks. 


Tt hurts. 
It hurts so bad. 


He’s never been hurt this bad before. He can feel it, with every beat of his heart, with every 
breath he takes, his stomach rises and it moves his arm and he sobs. 


He wants to go home. He wants his mom, he wants his flock. Pathetically, he chirps for them, 
for his mom and his cousins and the other people in the town. 


They’re all gone, though. 


There’s just him. 
The Brute just snarls at him more. 


Eventually, the humans come back. The door nearly hits Tommy when it opens, and he has to 
scramble away, and that makes him cry out, his vision going white. “Shut up!” the human 
snaps, Tommy isn’t sure if it’s at him or at the Brute. 


Neither of them listens anyway. 


The human grabs Tommy by the edge of one wing and shoves him into the hall. “Get the brat 
back to its cage,” he snaps, and there are other humans, snatching Tommy up. His arm gets 
jostled and everything just goes black. 


38 2K 


The humans don’t bother fixing Tommy’s arm. He isn’t a fighter, he doesn’t need both his 
arms for the chores they give him. It never stops hurting, and Tommy isn’t brave enough to 
straighten it the way the village healer did when one of Tommy’s cousins broke their leg, so it 
just gets stuck all bent and horrible. 


It makes him sick, he’s pretty sure. He was never this sick when he was back in the village. 
None of the other kids here get sick as often as he does either, but every day Tommy feels hot 
and terrible and achy. 


There isn’t anything to do but keep on going. If he stops, then they’!1 beat him until he gets 
up. 


Or doesn’t. 


He keeps his head down and he does his work. Usually he’s cleaning the stands, it’s hard 
work, but there’s a window tucked under them that isn’t boarded over properly and it shows a 
sliver of blue sky. There are bars in front of it, too strong to break, but he can see the sky. 
Tommy relies on it more than he does the gruel the humans give them for meals. 


He doesn’t hear what happened to the Brute, but the humans don’t kill him, so Tommy 
guesses that he lived. The poor fuck. Tommy isn’t exactly fond of the bastard, not after 
everything, but he—he gets it. The Brute was in his instincts, all the fighters are kept right at 
the killing edge, ready to lash out with bloody fury. 


The humans don’t want people big and strong enough to kill them doing any thinking. 


It’s almost strange to think of the fighters as people at this point. Tommy, thankfully, isn’t 
assigned to cleaning their cells, but he’s seen the kids who are. Heard the stories. 


Seen the Brute. 


That wasn’t a person, the thing that strained against its bindings and shattered his arm with a 
mere shove. It was just a beast, the way the humans want them all to be. 


Its easier to forgive a beast than it is a person. 


38 2K 3 


A human grabs him by his wing harness as he tries to slip past. “You, you’re the one who 
healed it last time.” 


Tommy’s heart skips a beat. 


He knows immediately where he’s going, what’s going to happen. He struggles, but it’s no 
use. All the human has to do is shake him enough to jostle his arm. 


Tommy must pass out, because the next thing he knows, a door is creaking open and he hears 
it. The scream, the high, sharp squeal that’s haunted his nightmares ever since. 


He cries out, his arm feels like its freshly broken, it hurts, it hurts and the Brute is only going 
to make it worse. 


He sobs as the human dumps him onto the floor. 
“Fix it.” 


A bag of potions lands by Tommy’s side, and the door swings shut. The Brute growls, so low 
and deep it rattles Tommy’s fragile, fragile bones. 


Oh gods. 


It’s going to happen again. He’s going to get hurt again, and and the humans aren’t gonna 
care. Unless he breaks a leg, or his other arm, and can’t work anymore. Then they’Il care. 


They’ ll care long enough to get rid of him. 


Tommy sobs, curling up around his bad arm. The Brute shrieks, and Tommy screams too. 
“Please!” he cries, “Please just stop! ” 


The Brute doesn’t listen, can’t understand, Tommy knows logically, but he doesn’t care right 
now. He wants it all to stop. 


It doesn’t matter what he wants. He lays on the floor and sobs until he’s run out of tears, until 
he’s run out of feeling, and he looks up at the Brute. 


He’s slumped against the chains, his breathing hard and rasping, there’s no wound Tommy 
can see. Why the fuck is he here then? 


He sniffles, tensing, but the Brute doesn’t react. Is he alseep? 
Or, more likely, passed out? 


Tommy doesn’t want to get closer, doesn’t want to touch the Brute, he wants to /eave, but if 
the Brute dies, then Tommy dies. He doesn’t want to die, not really, not when he knows the 


humans will make it Aurt. 


He cradles his bad arm close and pushes himself up, onto his feet. He wobbles around behind 
the Brute and he finds it, the wound he’s here to fix. 


Or rather, the wounds. 


Tommy knows what the whip looks like when it comes down across the backs of the other 
kids. The Brute has taken more lashes than any of them could hope to survive. So many that 
they don’t even fit on his back, they criss-cross over one another, creating horrible little 
islands of untouched flesh, like some kind of hellish chessboard. 


Tommy can see the scars of many, many more lashings, and many more wounds, now scarred 
over. Things that, presumably, the Brute had to heal up on his own, without any potions. 


Gods. 
No wonder the Brute is so deep in his instincts. 


Pity and bile both rise up. Tommy grabs the potion bottle and hesitantly steps closer. “I—I’m 
just trying to help,” he says hesitantly. The Brute, thank all the gods, doesn’t move. 


Tommy steps closer. 
“T’m not—I’m not one of them. Please don’t hurt me.” 
The Brute is still asleep. Tommy is nearly in arm’s reach now. 


Tommy takes a shaky breath. The humans only gave him one potion, but there’s so many 
wounds. Tommy needs to spread it as far as possible, and chucking the potion on like he’d 
done last time won’t cut it. 


He takes another step closer. 


The Brute twitches, and Tommy freezes, his breath catching in his throat. He barely manages 
to strangle down a sob, or a scream, he doesn’t know which it would have been. 


The Brute goes still again. 
Tommy forces himself to breathe, his arm is pulsing with pain, he cradles it closer. 
He needs to do this. If the Brute dies, he dies. 


And—and the Brute deserves to be healed. He doesn’t—he’s a person. No matter how the 
humans treat them. 


Tommy puts the potion down so he can tear a scrap of cloth off of his pantleg. It’s far from 
the most clean thing he could wipe over a wound, but hopefully it won’t give the Brute more 
infections than he can fight off. 


It’s awkward, trying to figure out how to soak the improvised rag with just one hand. 
Wincing, Tommy is forced to just put it on the ground and pour the potion onto it. What’s a 
little more dirt, in the long run? 


Of course, now that he’s got that done, he needs to—he has to do it. He has to actually heal 
the Brute. 


Tommy shuffles a step closer, the rag held so tightly in his hand that a few precious drops of 
potion fall to the ground. 


The Brute is still motionless, the only sign that he’s even alive is the rise and fall of his 
shoulders as he breathes. Tommy bites his lip and moves the rag to his bad hand. He wants to 
shelter it, desperately, but if the Brute attacks him again, Tommy wants to have one good 
arm. 


His fingers don’t want to hold the cloth tightly enough, it hurts, trying to close them around 
it. Tommy grits his teeth and forces them to cooperate. His arm shakes violently as he lifts it 
in the air, he doesn’t know if it’s from pain, or fear. 


Probably both. 


The cloth comes closer and closer to the Brute, and then—Tommy flinches, bracing, a tiny 
whimper escaping him. 


It touches. 
The Brute doesn’t so much as twitch. 
Tommy opens his eyes slowly. 


The cloth is resting against the Brute’s skin, the sizzle of magic is filling the air, but the Brute 
still hasn’t woken up . 


Oh thank the gods. 


Tommy slowly wipes the cloth over the wounds, watching as they start scabbing and closing 
up right before his eyes. Gods what he wouldn’t give to have a potion like this for himself. 


...He could. 
There’s still a lot of it left. 


He could tuck it between his wing and his back, and he’d have half a health potion. He 
doesn’t know if it would work on his arm but—but gods it would be worth it to try. 


He looks at the bottle, sitting innocently on the floor. 
He could do it. 


Nobody would know. 


But what if the humans come looking for the bottle? They might. They probably will. He 
should drink it now, they won’t be able to tell, and maybe his arm won’t hurt as much. 


Tommy snatches the bottle off the ground, raising it to his lips. The Brute snorts. 
Tommy freezes, his heart pounds, his hands shake. 


The Brute doesn’t turn on him, doesn’t attack, doesn’t shatter every bone Tommy has. He 
whines softly, pained. 


Guilt curdles in Tommy’s chest. 

The Brute is really hurt. 

But so is Tommy. 

He’ Il just—he’ ll just have a little bit. Just a bit, that’s all. 


He raises the bottle to his lips and takes a sip. It’s wonderful. Warm and sweet, it tastes like 
fruit, and fizzes on his tongue, snapping like it’s full of tiny sparks. The warmth flows 
through his whole body, and it doesn’t hurt. His arm, his back, his hands and feet, nothing 
hurts. 


Nothing hurts. 


He sobs with relief. He forgot what it fe/t like for things to not hurt. He takes another sip, it’s 
so wonderful. Tommy nearly drinks the rest of the bottle. He deserves it, the Brute is the one 
who hurt him. It’s not like hell know the difference, it’s not like the humans will. 


The Brute whines softly again, but Tommy greedily, guiltily, drinks the rest of the bottle. His 
arm is still bent wrong, and as the warmth fades, pain comes creeping back into it. 


“No,” Tommy whispers. “You were supposed to fix it!” he tries to clench his fingers, but 
white hot agony flashes through his arm. He drops to his knees with a cry, his vision going 
black. He clutches his arm to his chest. It’s worse now, how is it worse? 


Tommy sobs, his entire body jumping with the force of it. It hurts. 


He’s so tired of hurting. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Enjoy! 


The humans bring Tommy back to heal the Brute a lot. He’s a popular fighter, apparently, a 
good one, because Tommy is only thrown in the room every few weeks. 


He’s always deep in his instincts, always lunging and snarling at Tommy, Tommy manages 
not to get hurt again, but it’s always a thin line. One slip, one moment where he isn’t paying 
attention, and he knows he’ll be dead. 


But this time—this time something is wrong. 
The human dumps Tommy in the room, and the Brute is... quiet. 


Tommy lingers by the door, staring, waiting. The Brute isn’t unconscious, he’s staring right at 
Tommy, blinking at him slowly. 


“Don’t just stand there, you little shit,” the human snaps, shoving Tommy further in. “Fix it.” 
He spits on the ground. “If you can. The boss still wants this fucking thing alive for some 
gods forsaken reason.” 


There’s—there’s blood on the Brute’s tusks. A lot of it. Tommy can see it gleaming wetly as 
the Brute lifts his head, tracking Tommy almost lazily. 


What happened? 
If this were from a fight surely the human wouldn’t be angry. They want the fights. 


The Brute’s eyes are glazed, there’s whip marks on his shoulders, and even one across his 
muzzle, but that’s definitely not where most of the blood came from. 


He attacked something— someone— and the humans had beaten him off of them and then... 
hit him with some kind of potion. Weakness, or slowness, Tommy imagines. 


Oh. 
One of the humans. The Brute attacked one of the humans. 


Tommy hopes he killed them. 


Tommy hopes the Brute doesn’t kill him. He’s quiet, right now though, more quiet than he 
usually is. It doesn’t make it any easier to get close. The Brute is fast, especially for his size. 


Tommy can’t afford to let his guard down, even if the Brute seems docile, he could snap back 
to mindless aggression at any moment. 


Carefully, he picks up the potion bottle. The Brute blinks at him passively, the heavy whuff of 
his breathing the only sound in the room. 


Tommy takes a shaky breath of his own. There are so many wounds, and only one small 
bottle of healing. He can’t just pour it and hope for the best like usual, He doesn’t even think 
there’s enough to make a rag and wipe it on. 


The best way would be— 

Would be to make the Brute drink it. 

No, no way. He can’t. There’s no way— 

If he dies, you die. 

Could the Brute die from these injuries? 

Probably. 

The whip marks on his back are deep. Too deep to close with a splash of potion. 


It—the potion felt nice, when Tommy drank some, maybe it’ll keep the Brute docile long 
enough for Tommy to get out of range. 


And if it doesn’t— 


“Oh gods,” Tommy whispers shakily. The Brute’s ear twitches. Tommy’s heart skips a beat. 
He can’t do this, he cant. Surely, surely there’s another way— 


But there isn’t. 
If the Brute dies, he dies. 
If the Brute hits him, he dies. 


He can’t take another broken limb, he’s already on thin ice with his arm. The humans will kill 
him if he becomes more useless. 


Tears prickle at his eyes. It isn’t fair. None of this is fair. 


“Please,” he croaks, “please don’t hurt me. I’m gonna—I’ve got healing, it’1l make you feel 
better.” 


The Brute’s eyes try and fail to track the potion as he lifts. He makes a slightly more 
vehement breath, Tommy doesn’t know if it’s meant to be a growl or some sign of approval. 


He doesn’t have much choice but to find out the hard way. 


He shuffles a step closer, the Brute blinks, but doesn’t move. Another step. Another blink. 
The Brute’s eyes manage to catch on the potion, and his ears flick forward a little bit. 


“Good,” Tommy breathes, “See? It’s just—it’s healing. It'll help. I’m gonna help. Please 
don’t—please don’t hurt me.” His heart feels like it’s crawling up his throat. He’s almost in 
arm’s reach now. The Brute could snap, gods what if he slices Tommy with his tusks? What if 
he stabs him with them? 


A tiny chirp escapes his lips. Too loud, too sharp in the quiet of the cell. Tommy freezes. 
The Brute’s eyes find his face. 
Oh gods. 


Tommy freezes, going so stiff it makes his bad arm flare with pain. He doesn’t let himself 
flinch, doesn’t let himself twitch, doesn’t let himself breathe. 


The Brute’s eyes drift over his face, catching on his hair, and then dropping to meet his eyes. 
Oh gods, oh gods, please, please, please— 


The Brute makes a low confused sound. Tommy flinches, but it doesn’t—it doesn’t sound 
angry. 


He breathes shakily. “I’m gonna help you,” he murmurs, his voice as soft as he can make it. 
He desperately, desperately hopes that it won’t set the Brute off. 


The Brute’s eyes slip shut. 

Oh thank the gods. 

Thank every single fucking god. 

Tommy falls to his knees, it hurts his arm but he doesn’t care. He doesn’t fucking care. 
The Brute isn’t hurting him. 

Isn’t even snarling and screaming at him. 

Thank the fucking gods. 


Tommy gives himself a moment, just a moment, to breathe. He still needs to actually give the 
Brute the potion, but this is—this 1s a good sign. 


Finally, he forces himself to pick up the potion with his good hand, pulling the stopper out 
with his teeth. “Here,” he says, “let me—let me—you Just need to drink this. Please.” The 
Brtue opens his eyes again. 


Tommy’s heart skips a beat. Oh gods. What if now he decides to be angry. 


The Brute lifts his head. 
Oh gods. 


Tommy tenses, his wings strain against the bindings. The Brute’s eyes slip over to them, and 
he makes that confused sort of sound again. 


“You need to drink this,” Tommy practically whispers. “Please.” 


Shakily, he tries to transfer the potion to his bad hand. His fingers won’t grip it properly, not 
without blinding pain. Fuck. Fuck. 


He tightens his grip with his good hand. “Here,” he rasps. Slowly, so fucking slowly, he holds 
it out towards the Brute. 


The Brute’s arms are chained to the ground, he realizes. They probably can’t even reach up to 
his face. Fuck. 


Tommy inches another half step closer, holding the bottle well away from his body, as if that 
would help. “Just—just open your mouth, I—I guess.” 


The Brute stares at the potion for a moment, seeming entranced by it. Tommy isn’t sure he 
can understand, he’s been lost in his instincts for weeks, months, even. 


Then the Brute does open his mouth. His jaws open wide enough to fit Tommy’s entire hand 
inside, Tommy can see the roots of his tusks, the fangs that are tucked in beside them. 


Oh gods. 
He could rip Tommy apart. 


Slowly, carefully, Tommy tilts the potion, letting a little bit dribble out onto the Brute’s 
tongue. The Brute snorts, shutting his jaw and shaking his head. 


Tommy bites back a scream and jumps back. He just barley keeps from sloshing the potion 
everywhere. 


Fuck, fuck, fuck. 

His heart pounds against his ribs. 

Gods. 

The Brute snorts softly, surprised, pleased, maybe? 


Tommy watches him carefully. He’s a little bit more relaxed, the pain must be gone, for now. 
It only lasts for a little bit, though, and Tommy desperately hopes that the Brute won’t blame 
him when it comes back. 


After a moment, the Brute whines, slumping, curling in on himself as the pain comes back. 
But he doesn’t get angry. He swings his head around the room, looking—until he finds 
Tommy, pressed into the corner. 


He whines again, softly, something almost pleading. 
Tommy takes a shaky breath. 

“M-more?” 

The Brute whines. 


Tommy takes a shaky breath and shuffles across the room again. The Brute stays still, 
watching him, watching the potion. He opens his mouth again. 


Tommy shivers, his bad arm pulses with pain. He pours more potion into the Brute’s mouth. 
This time he keeps it open long enough to drain the whole bottle. 


“That’s—that’s all of it,’ Tommy tells him shakily. “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry please don’t 
—please don’t be mad.” Tears fall down his cheeks, it’s stupid, he shouldn’t— 


He doesn’t know what to do now. 

The Brute makes a low sound. Not a growl. 
It’s not a growl. 

He’s purring. 


Tommy’s legs give out again, and he falls to his knees right in front of the Brute. Get up! He 
scream at himself. Get up you idiot! He’ll kill you! 


But the Brute doesn’t. He doesn’t snarl, doesn’t unleash that chilling squeal, he— 


He slumps down. His great big head lands softly on Tommy’s leg. Tommy tenses, freezes, but 
—but the Brute just—just lays his head in Tommy’s lap, his breathing slow and even. Is he— 
is he falling asleep? 


Slowly, so fucking slowly, Tommy lets himself relax. His heart races, his muscles want to 
tense, want to brace for hurt but—but it doesn’t hurt. 


The Brute’s head is heavy, warm. He’s just—he’s just laying there. 
It’s— 


It’s been so long since someone touched Tommy without hurting. It’s stupid, it’s so stupid, 
but Tommy’s hand lifts, hovers, hesitates, and slowly brushes the ends of the Brute’s mane. 


The Brute moves. 


Oh gods, oh gods he— 


He sighs, and somehow goes even more boneless, more of his weight ends up on Tommy’s 
leg but—but he’s not—he doesn’t— 


A longing, pleading sound leaves the Brute’s throat. 


Tommy takes a shuddering breath and strokes his mane again. When he doesn’t get his head 
ripped off for it, he does it again. Before he really knows it, he’s lost in it, in stroking the 
Brute’s mane with his good hand, the bad arm tucked to his chest. 


The Brute purrs, low and gentle. 
It’s— 


Tommy exhales another shuddering breath, but it isn’t fear this time. His chest hitches on a 
sob. He curls over himself until he can rest his forehead on the Brute’s temple. It strains his 
back, makes his bad arm twinge but— 


But the Brute’s purr gets louder, he shifts his head, pressing closer into Tommy’s chest. 
Tommy sobs again, small and muffled against the Brute’s mane. 


It’s the closest thing he’s gotten to a hug in—in far, far too long. He cries until he has no tears 
left, until he’s utterly exhausted, and the Brute presses into him and purrs, until Tommy slips 
into sleep. 


Chapter 3 


“Hey.” 


He whimpers and curls tightly into a ball, bracing for a kick, for snarled words. Get up you 
lazy little shit. 


“Easy kid.” 


That’s not—Tommy’s eyes snap open. He scrambles away, his bad arm held tightly to his 
chest. It hurts, but he doesn’t spare it a thought. His back rams into a wall. 


Fuck. 

He stares, eyes wide with horror at— 

The Brute. 

He’s awake. 

Oh gods he’s awake, he’s awake and he’s— 

“_kay, It’s okay, just breathe, I’m not gonna hurt you.” 

Tommy’s chest heaves. He stares at the Brute. He’s—he’s awake, he’s awake and he’s— 
He’s coherent. 

He’s not trapped in his instincts. 

Holy shit. 


He’s awake and coherent and he’s staring at Tommy’s bad arm. Tommy tenses, tilting his 
body away, hiding it. He doesn’t— 


What will the Brute do? 


“Easy,” the Brute says again. “I didn’t mean to scare you, I’m sorry. I’m not gonna hurt you.’ 


Tommy swallows, stares some more. It’s like seeing a whole different person. The Brute’s 
arms are still chained down, back behind his back, but he’s not—he’s not straining against it, 
not snapping, snarling— 


He’s sitting back, his legs folded neatly, his head ducked, like he’s trying to make himself 
seem harmless or something. 


Tommy certainly isn’t gonna tell him it isn’t working. 


“There you go,” the Brute murmurs. “It’s okay.” 
It isn’t, but Tommy doesn’t say that either. 


“My name is Technoblade,” the Brute says. It—it shouldn’t be surprising that he has a name. 
He’s a person, Tommy knew that but— 


It’s different, knowing it, hearing him say it. 

“You can call me Techno,” The—Techno continues. “Do you have a name?” 
Dumbly, Tommy nods. The Brute—Techno, his name is Techno—smiles a little bit. 
“You wanna tell me what it is?” 

Tommy shakes his head. 


Techno’s smile fades. “That’s okay,” he says, thankfully, instead of getting angry. He shifts 
his weight and Tommy cowers closer to the wall. “Easy,” Techno soothes. “I’m just trying to 
get comfortable.” He shifts his arms and the chains rattle. “Not exactly five star 
accommodations.” 


Tommy swallows again, his mouth feels horribly dry, and his head hurts a little bit. He’s 
probably cried out his water ration for the day, and he won’t be getting any more until 
tomorrow morning. 


Unless it is morning. 
How long was he asleep? 


There aren’t any windows, there’s no telling time except by when the humans start yelling at 
them. They haven’t come to put him back in his cage. Did they forget about him? Is this some 
kind of punishment? 


For him, or for—Techno? 
“Do you know where we are?” Techno asks. 
Tommy carefully shrugs his good shoulder. 


Techno frowns. Tommy tenses, curling his knees up as far as he can without bumping his 
arm. 


“Damn,” Techno mutters to himself. “Do you know how long I’ve been here?” 


Tommy shrugs again. “Y—um.” He wishes he hadn’t started talking. Now Techno 1s /ooking 
at him, his eyes are red. Red like blood, red like rust. “It’s been—a few weeks,” he forces 
himself to say. 


Techno makes a low, unhappy sound. Oh gods. 


Tommy tenses. 


“Don’t be scared,” Techno says. “It’s gonna be okay, I was just hoping that Ph—my friend 
would have found me by now. Have you heard anything about attacks? Maybe they’ ve upped 
security?” 


Tommy shakes his head. 


Techno makes another unhappy sound, looking around the cell like he’s trying to find a way 
out. There isn’t one, Tommy’s looked before. 


Techno’s brow furrows. “Why are you in here?” 
“What?” Tommy croaks. 


“You're just a little kid, why are you in here with me? This is some kind of gladiator bullsh— 
uh. Gladiator arena, thing. Right? I was looking into them, apparently I looked too far.” 


He was looking into them? What is he, some kind of city guard? There’s a few of them that 
work here, maybe they recognized him. It’s not like he’s a subtle sort of guy. 


“T doubt they’re havin’ you fight me,” Techno says, catching Tommy’s attention. 


Tommy shakes his head. His arm pulses with pain at the thought of just how well him 
fighting Technoblade would go. He shivers. 


Techno winces, as if he’s having the same sort of thought. 


“I—they brought me to—to heal you?” Tommy whispers. “With—a potion?” Shakily, he 
points to the discarded bottle lying on the floor. 


Techno grunts, nodding as if to himself. ““What else do they have you doing?” 


“Just—chores,” Tommy whispers, “cleaning, sometimes I help make food for the—the 
fighters.” 


“Have you seen anywhere to get out?” 
Tommy shakes his head. 
“Anywhere at all with access to the outside? Even just a window?” 


Tommy bites his tongue, but—what can Techno do? It isn’t like he’s going to fit out of the 
window any more than Tommy would. Even less, actually. 


“There’s a window,” he confesses softly, afraid of what Techno might do if he doesn’t. “It’s— 
it’s only open a little bit,” he carefully holds his fingers a tiny bit apart to show how little 
there is. 


But Techno smiles. 


“Good, that’s good kid. Are you sure you don’t wanna tell me your name?” 
Tommy hesitates it’s not like his name is gonna change anything, but... He shakes his head. 


“Okay, that's alright,” Techno says gently. It?s—Tommy wants to curl up in his voice like it’s 
a warm, safe nest. It sounds like one. “Can you be really brave for me?” 


Tommy doesn’t like the sound of that. 
Brave means stupid. Means risks. 
He shakes his head. 


Techno wilts a little bit. “I’m sorry runt, I really am, I know it’s scary, but I need your help. I 
can’t get us out, but if I can get a message to my friend, he can.” 


Another guard? Hopefully not the one that sold Techno out, otherwise they’re fucked. Or 
they would be, if Tommy actually gets a message to him, which he won’t, because it’s risky. 
Stupid. 


“All you need to do is get something through the window,” Techno urges, “that’s all. Just slip 
it out and he’ll take care of the rest.” 


That sounds even stupider than trying to escape. If Techno’s friend hasn’t found them yet, 
why the hell would slipping a note out of a window help? 


Unless it’s magic. 


Tommy narrows his eyes. Is Techno the sort of guy who could afford magic? Tommy doesn’t 
think a city guard could, but maybe he’s a really fancy guard, like the ones that ride on big 
horses next to nobles’ carriages. 


“What—what do I need to put out there?” Tommy dares to ask. 


Techno smiles at him. “There should be a feather, tied up in my mane, right near my neck, 
behind my ear.” 


Oh fuck no. 


Tommy presses to the wall and shakes his head frantically. He’s not going near Techno, he’s 
not gonna pull something out of his hair. That’s—no. Even if he’s awake now, even if he’s 
not snarling and screaming. 


“I’m not gonna move,” Techno says. “I know I’m big and scary but I’d never hurt you, I’d 
never hurt a kid.” 


Tommy’s arm twinges with pain. 


Yes you would, you have. He doesn’t let himself say it, but he thinks it. 


“Tt’s the only way we’re getting out of here,” Techno murmurs. “I promise my friend will 
come help us, okay? All you have to do is get the feather.” 


He bends down, practically bowing with his nose to the ground, right side of his head tilted 
towards Tommy. He can’t help but stare into the matted mane, and maybe, maybe there’s a bit 
of deeper shadow there, some dark shape. 


Tommy shuffles a tiny step forward. He’s—he’s been close to Technoblade before. He fell 
asleep petting his mane, it’1I—he’s awake now, not in his instincts. He won’t—he won’t snap. 


Tommy takes another step. Another. 


“That’s it,” Techno murmurs, and Tommy flinches away, his heart racing. “No, no, it’s okay 
kid. I’m not gonna move, see? You’re okay.” 


“T can’t—* Tommy croaks. 


“Yes you can,” Techno insists, “I’m sorry kid but you have to, it won’t be long until they 
come back for us. Come on. You’re our only chance.” 


Tommy bites back a whimper. He doesn’t want to be brave, he doesn’t want to be their only 
chance. How is a stupid feather meant to help them anyway? 


They both stiffen as footsteps echo from down the hall. 


“Kid, come on,” Techno urges. “Please, I promise it’ll be okay. My friend will save us, 
alright? Just get the feather.” 


Tommy squeezes his eyes shut and darts forward. He’s so close he can feel the heat from the 
Brute’s body. Techno’s body. It’s fine, it’s fine. He fell asleep cuddled up to Techno only a 
little bit ago. He’s not lost in his instincts, he’s kind. His friend 1s going to save them. 


Tommy just has to get the feather. 


He takes a sharp breath and plunges his hand into the tangled mane. His fingers scrape skin, 
get caught in mats, but he feels it—something sleek and soft, not greasy like the rest of 
Techno’s mane. Tommy grabs it and yanks it out. 


Techno grunts with pain and Tommy cries out, stumbling over his feet as he scrambles to get 
out of reach. His bad arm screams with pain but it’1l be worse, it’Il be so much worse. He 
curls up in a ball, braces for— 


““__sy, easy kid, it’s okay, you did it, you did good. You’ve just gotta make sure they don’t see 
it, come on. They’re almost here, stuff it down your shirt or something.” 


Tommy’s breath hitches. The footsteps are nearly right outside the door. The feather is 
clutched in his hand, along with a chunk of pink hair as thick as his finger. He winces. 


The lock creaks. 


Tommy stuffs the feather and the hair down his shirt. His heart is racing, his chest heaving, he 
presses his back to the wall. 


The door opens. 

A human pokes his head in, his eyes go to Techno first. “Shit,” he spits. 

Techno growls. 

Tommy gasps and whimpers, curling around the precious feather, around his vulnerable arm. 
“Piece of shit,” the human snarls right back. 


Techno growls louder. The human’s hands clench into fists, but he doesn’t dare get any 
closer. Instead, he turns away from Techno and looks at Tommy. 


“Come,” he orders shortly, like Tommy is a dog. 
Techno snarls, full of wrath, full of violence. Tommy flinches. 
“Leave the kid alone,” Techno growls. 


The human ignores him. Striding across the room, reaching for Tommy, Tommy curls away 
from him but it doesn’t matter, it never matters. The human jerks him up roughly. 


“You’ve got other shit to be doing,” he drops Tommy roughly onto his feet and shoves him in 
the back. Tommy staggers, his legs won’t hold him up, they want to curl, want to drop him to 
his knees so he can just wait for it all to be over. 


He doesn’t have that option, though. He forces himself forward, his eyes on the ground, his 
bad arm held to his chest, keeping it safe, keeping the feather pinned to his skin. 


Techno’s friend will help. 

Somehow. 

Surely. 

“Kid—* Techno says, but the door shuts, and Tommy has other things to be doing. 
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Tommy’s chores don’t take him to the arena stands for days. They don’t bring him back to 
Techno, either. 


Tommy wonders if the humans have shoved him back down into his instincts again, yet. He 
shivers at the thought. Will Techno remember him? Will he care that he was kind to Tommy? 
Or will he be a screaming, raging monster again, the next time Tommy is sent in there. 


If he’s sent in there again. 


What if the humans kill him? 


But no, no they healed him even after he attacked one of them, surely they wouldn’t kill him 
now. Unless they pushed too hard, trying to force him down. It—hybrids don’t go that deep 
into their instincts for nothing. 


Tommy swallows back bile. He doesn’t— 
He doesn’t know how to live with either of those options. 


His only real one is to get to that window, and hope that the feather does something. He 
doesn’t know what it could do, it’s just a feather, an avian feather, from the size of it, but 
Tommy *’s feathers sure as fuck haven’t manifested a rescue party. 


Tommy holds onto the feather anyway. He strokes over it when he’s alone in his cage, gently 
pulls the strands of Techno’s mane free from the shaft. 


It’s a bedraggled thing, but it’s all Tommy has. 
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Finally, finally he gets shoved out into the arena again, a broom pressed into his good hand. 
His heart races, the feather seems unnaturally stark against his chest. 


He keeps his head down and sweeps. If they spot him doing something, if they think he’s 
trying to escape— 


He doesn’t want to think about what they’II do to him, but it’Il be so much worse than a 
broken arm. 


Tommy sweeps the arena. It’s slow, it’s hard to balance the broom with one hand, it’s much 
taller than him, and it’s heavy, and there’s glass all over the floor from thrown bottles, and it 
isn’t like Tommy has shoes, so he has to be extra careful. 


Thankfully the humans don’t seem to care much that he takes a long time. It’s almost 
kindness, coming from them. 


Tommy still hopes whoever Techno’s friend is, he kills them all. 

Slowly, agonizingly slowly, Tommy works his way to the window. His heart pounds against 
his chest. He only has once chance at this. He looks around, but the human who’s supervising 
him is talking with some other guy. Tommy shuffles a step to the side. 

Another. 

He looks again. 


They’re still talking. 


He carefully props the broom against the wall. It slips. 


Oh gods. 


Tommy scrambles to steady it, his heart pounds, his blood roars in his ears. The humans are 
still talking, gesturing emphatically, laughing. 


Tommy takes a deep breath. 


He slowly lets go of the broom, holding his hand an inch away, in case it moves again, but it 
stays. He swallows and reaches into his shirt. 


He grabs the feather. 
Pulls it out. 
Shoves it through the window. 


He can’t resist peering through the crack after it. It’s laying on the ground just outside, it 
looks—it looks like any other discarded feather. 


Hope curdles in Tommy’s chest. 
“Hey ! bP) 


Tommy whirls. The humans aren’t talking anymore, they’re looking at him. They’re coming 
towards him. 


He flinches, cowers, his head bowed, his good arm raised in pathetic defense. “I wasn’t—I 
didn’t—“ his voice is a choked whisper. “I just want—wanted to look—I just wanted to look 
at the sky, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, please don’t—* 


He can see a pair of boots come to a stop right in front of him. He braces, his wings twitch 
and strain against the bindings. Oh gods. Oh gods. 


“Just leave it,” the other human says. Tommy’s eyes snap open in shock. “It’s one of the bird 
ones, they get crazy about the sky.” 


Tommy nods frantically. Oh gods, please, please, please— 


A large hand grasps him by the wrist, jerks him forward, off his feet. He cries out and falls to 
his knees, it jars his bad arm— 


“Don’t let me see you pulling that shit again,” the human growls. 
Tommy nods so hard his head hurts. “Yessir, I won’t sir, I promise sir, | won’t—*“ 


The human throws his arm away with a disgusted sound. “Just get back to work.” He shoves 
the broom into Tommy’s chest, right into his bad arm. 


Tommy screams, massive black patches eat up everything but a tiny spot of vision. He can’t 
think, he can’t breathe, he can’t—he’s nothing but pain. 


And then he’s clutching the broom, standing, trembling like a newborn fawn, shivering like 
it’s the bitterest winter. The humans are walking away. 


Tommy chokes back a sob, chokes back any sound that might escape. He can’t attract their 
attention. He can t. 


Slowly, shakily, he starts sweeping. 


Chapter 4 


By the time Tommy finishes the arena, the moon is long risen, probably on it’s way to setting. 
Usually the humans don’t bother keeping him out this long, but Tommy imagines that this is 
some kind of punishment for looking out the window. 


It’s a much better punishment than he could have gotten. He’s almost grateful for it. 


He’s exhausted though, his arm is aching fiercely, something about having the broom shoved 
into it has made it worse. 


He keeps sweeping. Tears fall silently down Tommy’s cheeks as he works. There’s no way to 
hold his arm that eases the pain, all he can do is try to ignore it. 


He keeps sweeping. His feet hurt, from standing for so long and cut by dozens of tiny pieces 
of glass that he hadn’t swept. He leaves a trail of blood behind himself as he shuffles along. 


He keeps sweeping. 
He keeps sweeping. 
“Come on, brat,” the human sighs. “I’m tired as fuck. Go back to your cage.” 


Tommy nods, feeling flat, blank, empty. He props the broom against the wall and shuffles 
slowly to the human’s side. 


“You're a pathetic little thing,” the human notes, something like pity in his voice. Pity, but 
not sympathy, not real care. 


Tommy doesn’t respond. He just shuffles in the human’s wake as he’s led back to his cage. 
The door creaks, Tommy shuffles in. 


There are four or five other kids packed in the cage, Tommy is vaguely aware of them 
whispering, scooting away from the door, uncertain why they’ve been woken, why he’s 
returning so late. 


Tommy doesn’t look at them. He carefully presses his back to the bars, they’re rusted, rough, 
unpleasant to slide down, but at least it makes his descent slow enough not to bump his arm. 


The cage door shuts, the lock turns. 
The human leaves. 
“,.Are you okay?” one of the other kids dares to whisper. 


Tommy shakes his head. 


None of them have anything to say to that. Tommy doesn’t resent them for it, Tommy doesn’t 
feel anything about it. 


“Come on,” one of the others says, “sleep in the back.” 


It’s—it’s kindness, as close to kindness as they can afford. The people sleeping in the back 
are safer than the ones sleeping in front, they won’t get kicked, or have ice cold water 
dumped on them. Usually it’s a protection reserved for the youngest, the most injured, or at 
least, the most recently injured. 


“Thank you,” Tommy whispers, shuffling to the spot they cleared for him. They’re all careful 
as they settle back down around him, making sure not to bump his arm. It’s more kindness, 
but Tommy is too exhausted to really process it. 


“Maybe things will be better in the morning,” someone whispers, it’s a vain hope, but those 
are the only sorts they have. 


Tommy falls asleep clinging to it. 
2K 2 ok 
“Wake up,” a voice whispers. 


Tommy’s eyes snap open. It’s still dark, there are no windows down here, but usually there 
are torches lit when the humans come to wake them. 


There aren’t now, it’s pitch black, Tommy can only barely make out the face of the girl 
hovering over him. Beyond the bars, there’s nothing but an empty pit. 


He can’t see anything, but he can hear it. 


Screaming, the clash of metal on metal, cries of victory and anguish. It would almost sound 
like a fight. Almost. 


There are too many voices though, too many weapons. This is a fight, but it’s not one in the 
arena. 


“What’s happening?” Tommy whispers, louder than he’d like, but he has to, to be heard over 
the noise. 


“We don’t know. It just happened,” the girl answers. The other kids are huddling further and 
further back, trying to get away from the sound. 


There isn’t much room in the cage, not enough for even two of them to stretch out fully, 
much less all of them. There isn’t much space before someone is pressing in on Tommy’s 
arm. He carefully shelters it as much as he can. 


The sounds go on for a long time, at least it feels like it. There’s no real way to know, there’s 
nothing but the impenetrable black and the whispers of the kids in other cages. 


Finally, there are pounding feet, rushing down the stairs. The tension thickens, Tommy holds 
his breath. 


The door bursts open, and the light nearly blinds him. He has to squeeze his eyes shut for a 
second, when he opens them, the human is prying at one of the cages. 


It’s one of the humans who run the ring, but he looks like shit. Blood spills down from his 
forehead, and there’s more spattered over his chest. Tommy doesn’t think it’s his blood. 


“Come on, come on,” he mutters frantically. The kids in the cage are pressed fully to the 
back, staring with wide, frightened eyes. 


Tommy’s heart crawls up into his throat. What does the human want? Why does he need one 
of them so frantically? 


More footsteps are charging down the stairs. 
A lot more footsteps. 
The human rips the cage open. 


“Get the fuck over here,” he snarls, plunging his hand into the cage. The kid he grabs—some 
kind of dog hybrid, Tommy thinks—screams, thrashing and clinging to the bars. Half of the 
other kids try to catch their hands and legs, try to pull them back in. The others are too 
scared, pressing themselves further back, hoping not to meet the same fate as whatever will 
happen to the dog hybrid. 


The human snarls, kicking into the cage to back the other kids off, and he hauls the dog 
hybrid into his arms, pressed against his chest, a knife flashes. Tommy’s stomach lurches, is 
he going to— 


The door bursts open, more light, more people, but these aren’t humans. These are hybrids. 


Not prisoners, not even escapees, these hybrids wear polished armor, spattered with blood, 
and they wield good weapons, swords and axes that gleam under the blood, shields that are 
whole and not dented or splintered. 


Deep down in his chest, a tiny bit of hope wells up. 

Did the feather work after all? Could it have? 

“Let the kid go,” one of the hybrids, one of the soldiers, commands. 
“Back the fuck off or I open its fucking throat,” the human snarls. 


A low growl bubbles up from one of the hybrids. The human clutches the dog hybrid tighter, 
they whimper, not daring to so much as twitch. 


“It’s gonna be okay,” the lead hybrid says, he’s got a greenish cast to his skin, even under the 
flickering torchlight. 


A creeper hybrid? 
Tommy didn’t even know they were real. 


“Shut the fuck up you stupid monster,” the human presses the knife tighter to the kid’s throat. 
“You let me walk out of here, and I won’t make a liar of you.” 


The creeper sneers. “You’re threatening to kill a child and yet /’m the monster.” 
“Let me out of here or I’Il fucking kill it!” the human snaps. 


The creeper smiles coldly. “There is another monster you should be much more worried 
about.” 


Cries of shock fill the air as the shadows behind the human move, and all of a sudden there’s 
someone there. A man, maybe, a shape, in the dark where the torches don’t reach. 


The human cries out too, but not with surprise, with pain. The knife clatters to the ground. 
The dog hybrid falls, catches themself on their hands and knees, desperately crawls away. 


The human falls too, but he doesn’t catch himself. 


The world seems frozen, like everyone in the room is holding their breath. Those that have 
breath, at least. 


The dog hybrid whimpers softly 


“Oh, honey,” the shadow croons. It steps forward, he steps forward, feathers rustle, ink black 
wings reluctantly part from the darkness. An avian, like Tommy. 


Tommy bites back a chirp. He doesn’t want to attract attention. 
For the dog hybrid, it’s already too late. 
“Come here,” the aivan murmurs, “are you hurt? Sam, where are the medics?” 


“T’ll check,” the creeper hybrid says, apparently not scared of the avian at all. Why should he 
be? Apparently they’re on the same side, and hes got a great big sword. 


The dog hybrid scoots away slowly, trying to take advantage of the distraction. 


“Hey, it’s alright,” the avian murmurs. “You’re safe now, nobody’s gonna hurt you, I 
promise.” 


“Who are you?” one of the bolder—stupider—kids pipes up. “What’s happening?” 


The avian turns to them. “You’re being rescued, all of you. The humans are gone, you’re free 
now.” 


He shifts his wings, and Tommy gasps softly. They’re black, pitch black, just like the one 
he’d pulled from Techno’s hair. 


It worked. 
Techno’s friend came to save them. 
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It’s all an organized sort of chaos after that. One by one, the cages are emptied, group after 
group of kids are taken up the staircase, and more and more adults come back down. 


Almost all of them are hybrids, there are some humans, but they keep further away, which is 
good, because the moment any of the kids spot them, they shy away. 


Tommy’s group huddle together, whispering, wondering. Are they really getting rescued? Or 
is it some kind of trick? A trap? A mass hallucination? What happens if they are really 
getting out of here? A lot of them were street kids before this, like Tommy. Where are they 
gonna go? What’s to stop someone from grabbing them again? 


Finally, one of the soldiers crouches in front of their cage. Everyone pulls back, and Tommy 
has to stick his good fist into his mouth as his arm is jostled. 


“Hey,” the soldier says, “you guys ready to get out of here?” She doesn’t wait for an answer, 
already clicking open the lock and swinging the door open. 


Nobody moves. 


“Come on,” she says, standing and stepping to the side, gesturing for them to leave. “We’re 
gonna get you looked at by the medics. I know it’s scary, but nobody’s gonna hurt you now.” 


One by one, the kids hesitantly move forward, crawling out of the cage and standing, 
watching the soldier warily. 


One by one, Tommy’s cover gets worse and worse. He clings tightly to the last boy to leave, 
trying to hide behind him. He doesn’t want to be alone in the cage. 


“There you go,” the soldier smiles gently, “We’ll get you some food and take care of your 
injuries, you’re okay now.” 


They keep saying that, but it doesn’t seem real. It all feels like a dream. 
Well, aside from his arm, which definitely doesn’t feel like a dream. 
“Oh gods,” the solider hisses. 


Tommy and the other kid freeze, staring up at her. Fuck, what’s wrong? She’s looking at him, 
fuck. Tommy doesn’t know what to do. 


“That arm looks really bad honey,” the soldier says, kneeling down. “We’re gonna get you 
right over to the healers, okay?” 


Tommy— 


Tommy doesn’t want to go to the healers. Touching his arm hurts, and they’re definitely 
gonna want to touch it. That’s what healers do. 


He shakes his head. 


The soldier frowns. The kid Tommy was hiding behind takes the opportunity to join the rest 
of the group, leaving Tommy alone. Bastard. 


Tommy shuffles a step away from the soldier, but there isn’t anywhere to go. 


“T know it hurts, and you’re scared,” the soldier says gently, “but the healers will make it 
better, I promise.” She holds out a hand. 


Fuck no. 


Tommy shakes his head and cradles his broken arm close, his wings strain against the binder, 
wanting to curl around him, hide his weakness. 


“Alright,” the soldier murmurs, putting down her hand. “Let’s get you upstairs, okay? It’s 
gonna be alright.” 


Tommy doesn’t want to, but he doesn’t have any choice. The solider herds the whole group 
of them upstairs, and she keeps a special eye on Tommy, reaching for him any time he starts 
to drift away or drop back on the stairs. 


The arena has been transformed. The arena is filled with rows and rows of cloth covered 
lumps. There’s blood on the cloths, a /ot of blood, on some of the cloths. There aren’t any 
tails or wings sticking out of them. 


Humans. 
Those are all the humans. 


Tommy clenches his jaw on the urge to spit on them. Fuck all of those bastards. Good 
fucking riddance to horrible fucking rubbish. 


“Come on,” the soldier murmurs, herding them away. “Don’t look at that.” 
Like they haven’t seen death. 


The stands have been shoved to the side carelessly, some of them broken, to make way for a 
load of cots. There are people bustling all around, they’re all hybrids too, and they’re all 
wearing the same blue and white as the soldiers, but they’re not wearing armor. 


These are the healers. 
Tommy tenses, ignoring the pulse of pain it sends through his arm. 


Other soldiers come forwards, smiling gently at all the kids, talking to them in soft voices. 
It’s so surreal, being treated like—like a kid. 


“Come on,” the soldier who got them out of the cage says, herding Tommy away from the 
others. “Let’s get you to Ponk.” 


Tommy does not want to go to Ponk. 


He could run, but there are soldiers and healers everywhere. He’s still exhausted from 
sweeping the arena, and his feet still hurt from all the glass he’d stepped on. And if he runs, 
what will the soldiers do? 


They'll definitely stop him. Soldiers are like predators, if you run, then they’1l chase you, it’s 
fucking instinct or some shit. And once they catch him, then what? Will they punish him? 
Even if they don t— which is ...probably likely, they went to all this trouble to save them— 
them catching him will still fucking hurt. 


Tommy shuffles along in front of the soldier as slowly as possible. No matter how slow he 
goes, she doesn’t let him slip behind her, she just keeps murmuring directions from behind 
him. 


Fuck. 

Inevitably, they end up catching the attention of one of the healers. “Oh gods,” they gasp. 
“Hey Ponk,” the soldier says. “We need a little help, I think.” 

Tommy scowls and tries to hide his arm better. 

It isn’t working. 


The healer—Ponk—comes around the cot and kneels in front of Tommy. “Hey kiddo, my 
name is Ponk, what’s yours?” 


Tommy looks at the ground. 


Ponk is quiet for a moment, waiting, but finally they sigh. “Okay, well, I’m a healer, I work 
for the Emperors.” 


The Emperors? ? 


Gods Tommy figured these were real fucking army soldiers, not just shitty guards but holy 
fuck. Are the Emperors here? 


No, there’s no way. Why the fuck would they be here. It’s not like one of them got kidnapped 
by these fucks. Apparently Techno’s friend has fucking connections, though, gods. 


“Can I take a look at your arm?” Ponk asks, interrupting his thoughts. 


Tommy immediately shakes his head, looking up to glare as fiercely as he can manage. Ponk 
holds up his hands in surrender. 


“I’m not gonna touch it, just look, it won’t hurt, I promise.” 


He’s not gonna touch it yet. Tommy isn’t fucking stupid. He shakes his head again. 


Ponk presses his lips together, brows furrowing. “Alright, well, can I get that binder off your 
wings?” 


Tommy narrows his eyes. Fuck, it’s a good play. He wants his wings free, but he Anows Ponk 
is just gonna use it as an excuse. 


But he really wants his wings free. 
He glares, baring his teeth in a silent snarl, but he turns and shows his back to Ponk. 


“Thank you,” Ponk says, “that looks like it’s dug in a bit, it might hurt to pull it out—* 
Tommy tenses “—so I’m gonna spray a little of this numbing potion all over the area, so you 
won’t feel it too much. Okay?” 


Tommy nods. 
“Do you want to get up on the cot?” 
Tommy shakes his head. He’s not getting any more into this fucker’s domain than he has to. 


“Alright, itll be a little bit cold, and you’ll feel some tingling, once that’s gone, let me 
know.” 


Tommy swallows and nods again. 


“Here we go,” Ponk murmurs, but Tommy still flinches when he feels the cold soaking into 
his skin. The binding has mostly pulled the feathers under it out by this point, so there’s no 
insulation from the feelings as tingles start racing over his skin, like just the bits of his wings 
that got sprayed have fallen asleep. Tommy shudders reflexively, drawing in a sharp breath 
when it jostles his arm. 


“Doing okay?” 

Tommy nods tightly. 

“Still tingling?” 

Tommy shakes his head. 

“Good,” Ponk murmurs. “I’m gonna cut the straps, don’t spread your wings yet.” 


There’s a whisper of sensation, the bands tightening ever so slightly, and then they go slack. 
Tommy’s wings spill over his shoulders, so used to being supported. He grunts, staggering a 
little bit as his balance shifts. 


“Easy,” Ponk murmurs, a large hand cups Tommy’s good shoulder, supporting his weight. 


Tommy flinches away from it. Fuck no. 


“I’m sorry,” Ponk says, “I should have warned you, are you alright? Nothing hurts?” 


Tommy gives him a suspicious look over his shoulder, but Ponk looks genuine. Slowly, he 
shakes his head. 


“Good, I’m glad. Let’s get these straps off.” 


Tommy barely feels any of what Ponk is doing, occasionally fingers brush the un-numbed 
parts of his wings, but they’re small touches, he barely has time to flinch at them before 
they’re gone. 


The real problem, the one he didn’t expect, is that his wings feel heavy. His wings haven’t felt 
this heavy since he was learning to fly and exhausting himself every day. 


It makes him nervous. He won’t be able to fly like this. If he even could, with his feathers in 
the state they’re in. 


“There we go,” Ponk finally says. 


Tommy looks over his shoulder. Ponk is holding a tangle of leather and metal, there’s blood 
on it, blood and feathers. 


Tommy’s knees feel weak. 
“Shit,” Ponk hisses. “Easy, kid, easy. Come here, come sit on the cot before you fall, okay?” 


Tommy stumbles along, guided by Ponk’s hand. His head feels light. It shouldn’t. It’s just 
blood. It’s just— 


Nausea crawls up his throat. 
His wings. 


His wing are—gods are they fucked up now? Is he ever gonna be able to fly again? Are the 
feathers even going to be able to grow back? 


“ey, hey, can you hear me?” 


There are eyes staring into his. Close, too close. Tommy jerks back, nearly falls over, his 
wings flare out, shocking him when they aren’t caught by the binder, but the binder is gone. 
His wings flop over the cot—right, he’s on the cot—uncoordinated, like they’re attatched to 
puppet strings and not properly under his control. 


“Easy,” Ponk urges, “take a breath. It’s okay, you’re okay. I need to keep working on your 
wings, okay?” 


Tommy blinks rapidly. His wings. He shivers, squeezing his eyes shut when it hurts his arm. 


Why does everything have to be so shitty? He’s finally getting the fuck out of this place. 


“Can I look at your wings?” Ponk asks again. 
Tommy nods. 


“Okay, thank you, that’s really good. Just keep breathing.” He slips around behind Tommy. 
Tommy stares at the ground, he can hear scissors snipping, from the corner of his eye, he can 
see Ponk pulling something from one of the chests nearby. He doesn’t know what’s 
happening, he can’t feel any of it. 


“There you go,” Ponk says, some indeterminate amount of time later. “It’s done, you’re 
gonna need some stuff later, but we’ll talk to your guardians about that, you don’t need to 
worry about it.” 


Guardians? 
Tommy doesn’t have any fucking guardians. 
His throat feels too dry to voice a protest. 


Ponk comes around in front of him again, kneeling down a little off to the side. “So, now that 
your wings are doing better, can I take a look at your arm?” 


Tommy clutches it close. Fuck no. 
Ponk sighs, “Kid I need—* 
“Techno! Mate, come on.” 
Tommy whips around. 


He towers over the rest of the people. A full head and shoulders, and eyes that even from 
here, Tommy can see are pitch black. 


Techno. 


And he’s just as deep in his instincts as the first ttme Tommy saw him. 
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“Techno,” the voice says again. It’s the man, the one with the black wings. Techno’s friend, 
currently trying—and failing—to be Techno’s roadblock. Techno hardly seems to notice him, 
bowling through him and barely having the consideration to not run through the other cots 
like a bull in a china shop. 


His eyes are locked on Tommy. 

He’s coming for Tommy. 

Oh gods. 

Oh gods. 

A strangled whimper claws its way out of his chest. 

“It’s okay,” Ponk says from far away. His hand rests on Tommy’s shoulder. “It’s just—* 


A deep snarl rips out of Techno’s chest. His lips peel back, massive tusks fully bared. His 
eyes are locked on Tommy or—or something just over Tommy, it doesn’t matter, he doesn’t 
care. 


He can’t move. 
He’s frozen. 


Techno is coming, charging, snarling. The winged man is trying to stop him, but he’s not 
doing shit— 


And then Techno is there. He’s looming over Tommy. There’s no chains on his wrists now, no 
muzzle keeping his mouth shut. He could kill Tommy in an instant. 


But he— 
Doesn’t. 
He’s looming, but he’s not touching. 


He’s snarling, but not snapping, not lunging down, mouth gaping to take a fatal chunk from 
Tommy’s body. He’s— 


Tommy flinches, suddenly aware that people are talking. 


ce 


okay, okay, you got him, good job. You protected him,” the winged man is saying. 


That doesn’t—make sense? 

Techno grunts, somehow petulant. 

“Yeah, you stopped the big bad doctor from hurting him. Good job.” 

Techno growls and Tommy flinches. 

Immediately, Techno is bending down, snorting in a way that’s—that’s—worried? Maybe?? 
Tommy doesn’t understand. He tries to shy away, but he can’t move. He can’t— 


“Easy, Tech,” the winged man cautions. “Hey, kiddo, you’re okay. He’s not gonna hurt you. 
He was just worried.” 


Worried?! 

“You must be the kid that helped him, right? He told me about you. You did a good job.” 
What? 

Tommy doesn’t—he doesn’t understand. 


‘What the hell is going on!?’ he wants to demand, but his voice gets stuck in his throat. 
Techno is—is reaching for htm— 


Oh gods. 

“Tech, no, he’s scared.” The winged man scolds. 
Techno’s hand looms closer and he growls. 

Oh gods, oh fuck. 

“He’s scared of you,” the winged man says. 

A deep whine. 


“Yeah, well, most people don’t like an entire Brute charging at them, mate. Calm down and 
I’m sure he’ll be happy to see you.” 


What? 
No he fucking won’t! 


“Sorry about him,” the winged man says, “he probably smelled your blood, and it set him off. 
My name is Phil, what’s yours?” 


Tommy stares. 


What— 


Techno smelled his blood?! 

Oh gods, if he could pick out Tommy’s blood from ai// the other blood in this room— 
Tommy has no chance of running. Techno could track him down, no matter where he goes. 
“Mate?” the man—Phil—asks. 

“If I may,” Ponk says, he’s standing about ten feet away, but Techno still snarls at him. 
“You know Ponk,” Phil scolds. “He was helping the kid, not hurting him, come on mate.” 
Techno grumbles. 

“He hasn’t told anyone his name, or spoken much, it’s a common reaction to trauma.” 
Phil’s brow furrows. “Tech said he’d talked to him...” 

Tommy could talk. If he wanted to. 

He just doesn’t. 


What good is talking going to do him in this situation? None! He doesn’t want them to know 
his name, he doesn’t want to answer questions, he doesn’t want them to touch his arm. He 
just wants everyone to leave him alone. 


His eyes burn, and a tear falls down his cheek. 
“Oh mate,” Phil murmurs. 


Techno is grunting in that worried tone again, his hand lifts. Tommy stiffens, but he can’t 
move, he can’t run— 


Techno’s fingers gently swipe away the tear. They barely touch his skin, they dont’ hit, or cut, 
or hurt. 


It’s gentle. 
Tommy sniffles, and even more tears start falling. 


He lets his eyes fall shut, it’s better than having to watch. Techno’s hand cups his cheek, and 
it’s still gentle, still kind, still painless. 


He forces himself to relax, his arm aches, but Techno seems to be in the same gentle mood 
from the last time. For now, at least. 


“Tt’s gonna be okay,” Phil murmurs. “You’re safe now, okay? We’re gonna figure everything 
out, you don’t need to worry about anything anymore. 


“Ponk? Is he clear to leave? I think we’d better take him with us.” 


What?! 
Ponk sighs. “He still needs a lot of treatment...” 
Tommy’s hope swells. 


“But I don’t think it’s anything I'll be able to do here. His arm is...He won’t let me look at it, 
but it’s...I’d like to get a better look at it somewhere I’ve got more resources, and better 
lighting. Taking him with us should be okay. If that’s alright with you?” 


It takes a moment for Tommy to realize the question is addressed to him. He gets an opinion? 
Why?! 


And more importantly, what is he gonna do? 


Techno is practically curled around him, as close as he can get without technically touching 
Tommy any more than on his cheek. 


Tommy doesn’t want to know what happens if he decides not to go with them. What will 
Techno do? Where will he go? Will they just kick him out? 


There’s no way he’ survive on the streets like this. He’s sick all the time, and with his arm 
broken, he won’t be able to do much. Pickpocketing, running, climbing—all of it is out of 
reach. 


He can’t risk it. 

He nods. 

Phil smiles. “Don’t worry mate, everything’! work out. Techno will take good care of you.” 
Techno purrs deeply. 

Tommy shuts his eyes again. 


38 2K ok 


Ponk gives him some kind of sling for his arm, and a potion that makes his head go all numb 
and floaty. He hardly cares when he’s loaded into a carriage, and then immediately pulled 
into Techno’s lap. 


Techno is warm, and his hands are gentle. They pet Tommy’s hair, and carefullystroke over 
his wings, accompanied by purrs and chuffs. Tommy churrs softly. 


“Aw,” Phil says quietly. Tommy wrinkles his nose. He’s not cute. 


He can’t really bring himself to do anything about that though. He lets his eyes slip shut, it’s 
been so long since things didn’t hurt. It’s so much easier to fall asleep this way. 


38 2K 3 


“Careful,” Phil says from far away. 

A low grunt. 

“Yeah, we’re taking him to the nest—“ 
A protesting whine. 


“The den. Gods. You know I’m never letting you live this down, right? After I get done being 
pissed at you for scaring the shit out of me, this is getting brought up every time to start 
saying something is ‘too risky’ for me. You're never going undercover again, I don't care how 
much you aruge.” 


A low snuffle. 
Tommy hums softly, wanting Phil to just shut up already. He’s trying to sleep. 


“We’re almost there, mate,” Phil says, thankfully quieter. A hand brushes over his forehead, 
and a dissatisfied hum follows. “I think you’re running a bit of a fever.” 


Tommy stops listening to him. He’s fired. 

ok ok 

A deep growl jerks him out of sleep. 

“Techno, come on.” 

Another growl. 

“We need to look at his arm, this is probably the best time to do it.” 


Look at his arm? No, no he doesn’t want anyone looking at his arm, touching his arm. He 
whines, trying to move, trying to hide his arm, it’s hard to move though, he’s wrapped in 
something. 


The growl cuts off, replaced by low, worried sounding grunts. 

“You don’t have to let them in the den, but the healers really should—“ 

A snarl. 

“Alright, alright, fine. Gods.” 

Techno. 

Techno is protecting him. 

Tommy worms closer, chirping, and Techno purrs. He’s safe. Techno is keeping him safe. 


Phil sighs. 


38 2K 3 


A new voice, one he doesn’t recognize. “Who’s the kid?” 


“We don’t know,” Phil murmurs. ““Wasn’t talking, hasn’t had anyone come forward missing 
him, but that’s not exactly unusual. He’s the one who made it all possible, though. Without 

him who knows how long we’d have been looking. They were well hidden.” Phil’s voice is 

bitter, angry. Tommy burrows closer to Techno’s warmth. A deep purr starts up. 


“Well I guess we’re stuck with him now,” the new voice snickers. “I never thought Techno 
would be the one bringing home a little brother for me.” 


“They seem to have gotten pretty attached to each other, but it makes sense. A little fledgling 
like that? Stressed and starved and scared? He’d imprint on the first adult that was kind to 
him, avian or not.” 


The new voice hums, something sad in it. 
“He’ll be okay now,” Phil says, “we’ll take care of him.” 


38 2K ok 


Something smells delicious. Fresh bread and meat and vegetables. Tommy’s stomach roars. 
He draws in a deep breath, opening his eyes. 


He’s— 
Where the fuck is he? 


He’s in a fucking mountain of blankets—treally nice blankets, even—with just as many, if not 
more pillows thrown in. There’s also random bits of clothing, stuffed animals, and jewelry for 
some fucking reason. 


The whole pile is encircled by heavy curtains, blocking off the rest of the room and only 
letting in a bit of light. The light is cut off by a shape. 


Tommy tenses. 
“Hey,” Phil says, “you’re awake, good. How are you feeling?” 
What the fuck? 


“You’ve been out for about a day,” Phil says, not waiting for Tommy to answer. “Which is 
good, you definitely needed the rest, but I’ve got some food for you if you’re hungry.” 


Tommy’s stomach growls again, handily answering that question, but Tommy has so many 
others. Where is he, for one. Why the fuck is he here? This place looks fancy, Tommy is not a 
person fancy people want around. 


What is Phil gonna want in exchange for that food, is another one. 


And— 
Where the fuck is Techno? 
Tommy glances around but there’s no sign of him. It should be a relief, but— 


Tommy feels weirdly anxious, instead. Exposed. Even though the....nest? Even though the 
nest is sheltered, it feels too open. 


“Techno is getting a bath,” Phil says gently. “He’Il be back soon. He’s actually, you know, 
awake now. You can have a bath too, after you eat.” 


He holds out the bowl he’s holding. It looks like some kind of soup, mostly broth, but with a 
few bits of meat and vegetables drifting around in it. There’s a roll of bread in Phil’s hand 
that he’s offering too. 


Tommy’s eyes flick from the food to Phil’s face. He just smiles, patient, apparently happy as 
a fucking clam to sit there all day waiting for Tommy to take the food. 


Tommy really wants Techno here, which is—which is just an insane thing to want. But—he’s 
out of his instincts now, apparently, and he hadn’t even hurt Tommy the /ast time he was lost 
in them. It’s—it’s probably not fair to be scared of Techno for what he did when he was 
basically being tortured. 


But Tommy’s arm still hurts. 
It’s still broken, and nothing he’s done has been able to fix that. 


“Tt’s okay if you’re not hungry yet,” Phil says gently. “But if you are, this is for you. No 
strings attached, no trick, I promise.” 


A promise is a feeble thing, but Tommy is hungry. 


He carefully leans forward and takes the bow] with his good hand. It’s awkward to eat with 
one good arm. He can’t set the bowl down on the blankets, it would tip immediately and that 
—Tommy doesn’t know what would happen then. 


The best he can do is ignore the spoon and just drink the broth. It’s good, really fucking good, 
the best thing he’s eaten...probably ever. 


“Go slow,” Phil chimes in, but Tommy ignores him. He finishes the soup in minutes. His 
stomach isn’t happy about it at all, but Tommy’s good at keeping down shit his stomach 
wants to reject. 


“Okay,” Phil says. “I also have this for you,” he pulls a little glass bottle out of his pocket. 
“This is some more pain killer, but it’s less than Ponk gave you before and it shouldn’t knock 
you out. If you’re hurting though, you can take it.” 


Tommy reaches for it immediately. His arm always hurts, but his wings and the bottoms of 
his feet do now too. Thankfully, just like with the soup, Phil lets him have the vial. 


Tommy pops off the cork with his teeth and drinks it all. It’s not as immediate as the health 
potion, but slowly, a soft warmth sinks into his bones. The pain eases away, little by little, 
until it’s nearly all gone. 


Tommy sighs, his eyes fluttering. He isn’t tired, exactly, but but he’s full, and he doesn’t hurt, 
and the blankets are so soft... 


“Would you like to get a bath before you go back to sleep?” Phil asks. 


Tommy doesn’t want to leave the nest, especially not without Techno but—Techno is getting 
a bath, maybe Tommy will see him. Plus, a bath—being c/ean— sounds fucking amazing. 


He nods. 
Phil smiles. “Follow me, we’ve got some clothes for you to change into after.” 


Tommy carefully gets to his feet, it’s hard to balance on all the blankets and shit, but he 
manages. It’s much easier moving with Ponk’s sling on his arm, keeping it held up to his 
chest. Tensing his muscles always echoed down his arm, leaving him with a constant ache 
that’s at least less now, if not gone. 


Outside of the nest, things are just as, if not more fancy. There’s art and fancy rugs, and little 
tables with flowers and shit on them. 


Rich people shit. 
Really rich people shit. 


No wonder there were royal guards and even royal healers showing up to rescue Techno. He 
must be some kind of high lord or some shit. 


“So you are gonna need some help in the bath,” Phil says, “it’s really important that you don’t 
get your wings wet while they’re healing, and with your arm...” 


Tommy instinctively curls around his arm, his wings feebly twitch. 


They drag to the ground, they’re so heavy now. He doesn’t know if he’s just not used to 
holding them up, or if he’s just been hungry for so long that he’s gotten weaker. 


Probably both. 


“Tt’s okay if you don’t want help,” Phil says, “but I think it’ll be easier if you have it. If you 
want, I bet Techno is about done with his bath and he’d be happy to help you, or I can.” 


Techno. 


Tommy trills longingly before he can stop himself. He stops dead in the middle of the hall. 
That was—that was a fucking flock— 


“Oh, hey, speaking of!” Phil chirps. “Hey mate.” 


There’s a door opening ahead of them, and a massive shape that can only be Techno comes 
out. He looks— 


Well he still looks pretty shitty. There are cuts and scars all over his exposed skin, and on his 
face especially. There’s a line over the top of his snout that can only have come from the 
muzzle. Tommy winces. 


Other than the scars though— 


Techno is cleaned up. His mane isn’t matted anymore, it’s cut a bit shorter, but all of it is 
brushed out and braided, and he’s wearing clothes like Phil's now, fancy clothes. 


His shirt is pure, blinding white, not so covered in stains it’s impossible to know what color it 
was originally. He’s got pure black pants. Over his hooves—which look like they got 
polished or some shit—black leather cuffs are wrapped around his hocks, with fucking gold 
embossed on them. 


That’s just the fucking beginning of the jewelry. He’s practically dripping with gems, woven 
into his hair, dangling from his ears, wrapped around his tusks, draped around his neck. 


Tommy knew that piglin had a thing for gold and gems but— 
Holy fuck. 
“Phil,” Techno says, a low grunt hot on the heels of the word. 


“You're looking better,” Phil says, clear relief in his voice. He steps forward and greets 
Techno with a press of their foreheads. 


They talk quietly for a moment, and Tommy just kind of stands there. What is he supposed to 
do? A big part of him wants to slip away, find a hiding place, somewhere quiet and safe— 
maybe go back to the nest. 


A dumber, but somehow larger part of him wants to go to Techno. 


Tommy tells that part of him to shut the fuck up, but Techno must have heard it somehow, 
because he’s stepping away from Phil and kneeling down. “Hey kid,” he says in that same 
low, gentle voice he’d used back in the cell. “Good to see you.” 


He sounds like he means it, too. 
“Sorry about earlier, I hope I didn’t scare you too much.” 


Tommy shakes his head. He’s seen Techno be much scarier than that. Having him keeping the 
healers away was really useful actually. 


Techno smiles. “Good, I’m glad. Did Phil already get you something to eat?” 


Tommy nods. 


“And some pain meds too,” Phil pipes up. 
“Good,” Techno purrs. “I guess you’re here to get all cleaned up.” 


“He’s got to keep his wings and his bad arm out of the water if you wanted to help him,” Phil 
says. 


“Td be happy to, if you’re okay with that.” 


Tommy should shake his head, but he—he doesn’t. He nods and finds himself taking a tiny 
step closer to Techno. 


“Alright, let’s get you cleaned up, shall we?” 
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The bath is nice. Really nice. The water is warm, and Techno ’s hands are gentle when they 
manipulate his wings and massage soap into his hair, they have to change the water a few 
times, but in the end, Tommy is clean. 


It ’s probably cleaner than he’s been in his whole life. It’s really, really nice. He doesn’t itch, 
his hair is still drying, but already it feels soft. 


And the clothes Techno helps him put on afterwards— 


They ’re soft too. Softer than any Tommy’s ever owned. They’re clothes made for sleeping, 
since apparently Tommy is supposed to do a lot of that now. 


But Techno doesn ’t take him back to the nest. 
He takes Tommy somewhere much worse. 
The healing wing. 


Tommy drags his feet as soon as Techno tells him that. He doesn ’t want to see the healers. 
The healers will want to fuck with his arm. 


Tommy doesn ’t want them to. 
He ’s fine, he has the sling now, that’s good enough. 


Techno turns and looks back at him. “You okay kid? You’re slowing down, getting a bit 
tired?” 


Tommy shakes his head before he really thinks about it. He should have lied, then Techno 
would have taken him back to the nest. He ’s an idiot. 


Techno kneels down. “Is something the matter?” 


Tommy doesn ’t know what to say to that. He shrugs instead. 


Techno hums furrowing his brow. “Are you hurting? Hungry?” 
Tommy shrugs again, looking away. 


“Well the healers can get you something for the pain,” Techno says, “‘and I’m sure Ponk has 
some snacks stashed around. I can have somebody bring you some more broth if you want, 
too.” 


That ’s not what Tommy wants at ail. 

Well—he would like more food. He isn ’t really hungry yet but if he can have it, he wants it. 
But he doesn ’t want to go to the healing wing for it. 

Techno hums again. “Alright, well, we’re nearly to the healing wing—“ 

Tommy shakes his head, shuffling back a step. 

“Kid?” 

Tommy hunches around his arm. His mouth opens but— 

Nothing comes out. 


It ’s stupid. He had to talk to the humans, he even yelled at Techno before! He shouldn ’t be 


“Easy,” Techno’s voice cuts through his thoughts. “Breathe, runt, just breathe for a second.” 


Slowly, carefully, he holds out a hand and Tommy shouldn ’t touch it, shouldn’t want to touch 
it but ... 


He carefully reaches out and puts his good hand in Techno ’s palm. Techno’s thumb gently 
swipes over the back of his knuckles. 


“It’s okay, we’re okay. We’re safe now. Nobody’s gonna hurt you.” 
But they will. The healers will, if he goes in there. 
Tommy holds his bad arm close. 


“Ts your arm hurting?” Techno asks gently. ““We’re gonna fix it, don’t worry. That’s what 
we’re going to the healers for.” 


Tommy shakes his head vehemently, taking his hand out of Techno ’s. He doesn’t want to go 
to the healers. 


“What do you mean ‘no’?” Techno asks. “You’ll feel much better afterwards, I promise.” 


Tommy shakes his head again, glaring as fiercely as he can. No, he thinks, and he forces the 
word out of his head and into his chest and up his throat— 


But it gets caught on his tongue, locked behind his teeth. Instead, a distressed chirp comes 
out. 


Techno ’s eyes widen. “Hey, it’s okay. You’re alright. Do you wanna come here?” 


Tommy should /eave, but Techno is holding out his hand and—and there ’s a little spot, 
tucked right up against his side. It’s not the same as hiding under a wing but its— 


Tommy darts forward and slips into that little spot, sheltered between Techno ’s arm and his 
ribs. It feels safe. He presses his face into the soft fabric of Techno ’s shirt. 


Techno gently rubs his back between his wings, a low purr rumbles up out of his chest. “It’s 
gonna be okay. I know it’s scary, but you’ll feel much better afterwards I promise. They 
won’t hurt you.” 


Tommy shakes his head again, looking up so he can glare at Techno. He ’s not going to the 
healers. Techno can’t make him. 


Well. He can. He really, really can, all he would have to do is pick Tommy up. But— 
Tommy will bite him if he does. He ’II bite and scream and—and— 
He whines softly. 


“Tt’s gonna be okay kid, I’ll be right there the whole time. I won’t let anyone hurt you. You 
trust me, right?” 


Does he? 
Does Tommy trust him? Can he? 


He can ’t, can he? Techno—he hurt Tommy, and even besides that, Techno is a grownup, a 
massive piglin brute, and rich. Nobody like that has ever been good news but— 


But Techno only hurt Tommy when he was driven into his instincts by the humans. He ’s 
been—he’s been kind. Gentle. 


Does Tommy trust him? 

Does he think that Techno would hurt him now? Would let someone else hurt him? 
No. 

He—he doesn ’t. He can’t imagine Techno walking away, or lashing out again. 
Slowly, Tommy nods. 


Techno smiles. “I’m glad. I promise I'll be worthy of it. Are you ready to go to the healers? I 
know it’s scary, but we need to go, or you’ll get even more sick.” 


Tommy squeezes his eyes shut. 


“Tt’ll be okay,” Techno murmurs. Gently, he guides Tommy forward, and Tommy doesn’t try 
to stop him. 


38 2K ok 


The healing wing is quiet. There ’s a fountain in the middle of it, filling the air with a gentle 
trickling. It’s pretty, calming, maybe. 


Ponk is there too. 


He smiles at Tommy. “Hey, it’s good to see you again. You clean up pretty nice. Why don’t 
you guys follow me, and we’ll find you a nice comfy bed to sit on.” 


Techno holds a hand down to Tommy, and Tommy takes it, holding it tightly with both of his 
own. Ponk leads them to a quiet room, and Techno helps Tommy up on a soft bed. 


Tommy curls up, sheltering his arm as best as he can. 


Surprisingly, Ponk doesn ’t even look at his arm. “Let’s start with your wings, I want to get a 
look at how they’re doing. I’m gonna give you some more painkiller so nothing hurts, okay?” 


Tommy nods. The dose that Phil gave him must be wearing off or something, because he ’s 
starting to ache again. 


It ’s a bigger bottle this time, but Tommy doesn’t care. He drinks it, only making a slight 
grimace at the taste. 


“It’s pretty gross, huh?” Techno asks. 
Tommy nods. 
“You mind if I sit with you?” 


Tommy scoots over a little bit, and Techno perches on the edge of the bed. Tommy scoots 
closer, careful not to let his bad arm brush Techno ’s chest. Even with painkillers, he’s not 
taking any risks. 


The painkiller makes his head floaty. He hardly notices as Ponk starts messing around with 
his wings. “These are looking good, I don’t see any more signs of infection.” 


Tommy hums, letting his head rest on Techno ’s chest. Techno gently pets his hair. 
“Do you hurt anywhere else?” Techno asks. 

Well, his arm, but Tommy isn ’t gonna say that. 

But ... 

Tommy points to his feet with his good hand. 


“Your feet?” Techno asks, sounding confused. 


Ponk comes around the bed, kneeling in front of him. “Can I see?” 

Tommy nods. 

Ponk lifts up his foot and hisses. “Shit. He’s got cuts all over the bottom of these.” 
Techno makes a low sound. “How bad?” 


“Pretty bad, it looks like he was walking over a bunch of broken glass.” A finger brushes 
over the sole of his foot and Tommy pulls it away with a whine. “Shit. There’s still bits of 
glass in some of these cuts.” 


Techno makes another sound, something sad. “He’s been walking all over the palace this 
morning, I didn’t—he never—*“ 


Palace? 


Techno makes a really sad sound, pressing his snout into Tommy ’s hair. “I’m sorry runt,” he 
murmurs. “I didn’t—I should have—* He makes a low grunt. 


“Should I call Philza?” Ponk asks softly. 

“No, I’m fine, just—fix it.” 

“Of course. Hey kiddo,” Tommy blinks slowly, looking up. Ponk smiles at him. “I’m gonna 
get that glass out of your feet, but first ’m gonna numb you a bit more, right where it hurts, 
okay? You won’t feel a thing, I promise.” 


That ’s nice. Tommy nods. 


Ponk rubs something over his feet, and before he ’s realized it, they’re totally numb. Tommy 
watches as Ponk uses metal tweezers to dig bits of shiny glass free. 


Techno rubs his good shoulder. “Doing okay?” 

Tommy leans more fully into him, letting himself go limp. “Yeah,” he mumbles. 
Techno tenses, and Ponk stops, his grip tightening just a little bit on Tommy ’s ankle. 
“That’s good,” Techno says, relaxing. 

Weird. 

Ponk goes back to picking out glass. 

“So,” he says gently, “do you want to tell us your name?” 

Tommy buries his face into Techno ’s shirt. 


“It’s okay if you don’t,” Techno murmurs. “We can come up with a nickname for you. I’m 
pretty fond of greek mythology, maybe there’s one you like from one of the stories. One of 


my favorites is Theseus and the Minotaur, you wanna hear that?” 
Tommy nods. 


It ’s nice, sitting there, listening to Techno tell the story. Theseus is cool, he was locked up 
with a dangerous monster and he fought it and he won. Like Tommy, sort of. 


Only Tommy didn ’t fight the monster, he got them both out. He thinks that makes him better 
than Theseus. He snuggles closer to Techno. 


‘°S like you ‘n’ me,” he mumbles. 

“Oh yeah? How’s that?” Techno asks. 

“Cause we were both—“ his tongue stumbles over the words. “I lost though.” 
“What did you lose?” Techno asks. 

“Fight,” Tommy mumbles. 

“When did you fight?” Techno sounds worried now. 

Tommy gestures vaguely at his arm. Techno draws in a sharp breath. 

“You fought someone and they did that?” 

Tommy shrugs. He sort of did? He was like Theseus. 

“Do you remember who?” Techno asks, and he sounds a little bit angry now. 
“Your majes—* 

“You.” 

Techno tenses. 


“What? Kid, what did you say? Who did that to you?” He cups Tommy’s cheek in his hand, 
making Tommy look up. Tommy frowns at him. 


“You.” He tries to pull his head away and bury it back in Techno’s shirt. 
“Sir, he’s on some heavy painkillers, it might—* 
“No,” Techno rasps. “No I—oh gods. I remember.” 


Tommy nearly falls over as Techno suddenly moves. Ponk catches him by the shoulder and 
carefully lowers him to the bed. Tommy whines, confused. 


“Easy, everything’s okay.” 


“Call Phil,” Techno rasps. “I can’t—I can’t be here. I can’t be near him. Gods, I fucking—* 


“Sir—* Ponk murmurs. 

Tommy chirps, calling for his flock. Why is Techno leaving? 
“T can’t,” Techno says. 

And then he ’s gone. 


Tommy trills, begging for his flock to come back. He tries to get up, but Ponk is there, 
pushing him down. 


“Easy, easy —“ 
Tommy screeches, struggling. He doesn *t want Ponk. Ponk isn ’t flock. 


“T know, I know,” Ponk murmurs, but he doesn ¢t know. Tommy trills for his flock to come 
back, but Techno doesn t. 


38 2K 3 


Techno doesn ’t come back, no matter how much Tommy calls for him. He curls up in the 
pillows and cries softly to himself. Ponk tries to comfort him, but Tommy hisses at him until 
he stops. 


He can hear Techno and Phil, but they won ’*t come in, no matter how much Tommy calls for 
them. 


He ’s alone for a long time, even Ponk eventually leaves, called away by Techno and Phil. 
But they don’t call for Tommy. 


Tommy crawls down from the bed, sniffling and stumbling. His head still feels fuzzy from 
the painkillers, and now his instincts are rising up, making it nearly impossible to think. He 
leans against the door. 


“How can I keep him safe if /’m the one who hurt him?” Techno says. 


“Mate,” Phil replies. “You can’t just leave him. He’s imprinted. Leaving him like this won’t 
protect him from anything.” 


“T can t.” Techno insists. “He should be terrified of me, he can imprint on someone else. 
He’ll be fine—* 


“Your majesty,” Ponk interjects. “Losing his flock now would not be good for him.” 


“He needs you,” Phil agrees. “Clearly he’s not terrified of you, if he imprinted. I know this is 
hard, Techno, gods it’s fucked up but I don’t think sending him away is our best or only 
option.” 


Send him away? 


Send him away? 


Tommy can ’t breathe. They’re going to send him away. His flock, his protector. Techno 
doesn’t want him. 


They ’re going to send him away. Send him back to the streets. Tommy will be cold again, 
hungry again, alone again. 


He can ’t. 

They can ’t. 

He throws the door open. 

“Shit,” Phil hisses, but Tommy doesn’t listen to him. 

He flings himself at Techno, chirping frantically. 

Techno steps back— 

Tommy stops, stares. He can ’t— 

He chirps and reaches for Techno with his good hand. 

“T thought you said he was asleep,” Phil says. 

“T thought he was,” Ponk hisses back. “Kiddo, why don’t we—* 
Tommy hisses at him again. Fuck Ponk, fuck Phil. 

“Runt,” Techno chokes out. “You shouldn’t—you should go back to bed.” 
He takes another step away. 


Tommy shakes his head so hard it hurts. He ’s not leaving, he’s not going back to bed, not 
when Techno is planning to /eave him. He reaches for Techno again. 


“Techno,” Phil says quietly. 
Techno shuts his eyes and kneels. 


Tommy sobs and flings himself into his chest. He ’s still careful with his bad arm, but he 
clenches the fingers of his other hand into Techno’s shirt, chirping and sobbing. 


Techno sighs heavily and gently, gingerly rests his hand on top of Tommy ’s head. “Runt, you 
shouldn’t—* 


Tommy whines and pushes closer, clings tighter. 


Techno sighs again. “I’m sorry.” 


Tommy warbles sadly. Techno can ’t leave him. He can 7. 


Tommy fights though the drugs and his instincts and the lump in his throat. “Stay,” he 
manages to croak. 


“He needs you,” Phil murmurs in agreement. 
“T hurt him.” 


“Leaving will only hurt him more. I know it’s hard, I know it’s...so far from ideal, but this? 
This doesn’t look like a kid that’s scared of you to me.” 


“He’s on painkillers and half in his instincts,” Techno says dryly. 


“So he’s got no filter. If he were scared of you, he’d have imprinted on me. I’m the one who’s 
an actual avian, Tech. If he was scared he’d be latched onto me like a limpet.” 


Techno sighs again, but it sounds less sad this time, Tommy thinks. 
“Tt’ll work out, mate,” Phil says. “If you give it time.” 


“.. Alright." 


End Notes 


Hope you enjoyed! 


Things that will get your comment deleted: 
1) Pointing out typos and grammar shit. I do not care, I've got dyslexia, I get all the stuff out 
that I can, just live with it. 


2) Talking about how you don't like the content of a fic. You are free and welcome to use the 
back button if you don't like the fic, I encourage it, but I don't want to hear about how you 
dislike it. I wrote this for me, you guys get to read it because I'm nice. These are comments, 
not reviews. 


3) Asking me to write other stuff. I have never taken requests and I likely won't ever do so. I 
write what I want to. Included in this is asking for more of a fic, that's not motivating, its just 
annoying. 

3.1) This includes stuff like "oh here's an idea/theory I had about this thing" I know you may 
not intend the comment that way, but it reads to me like "you should write this" 


4) Comments about rape or suicide. I really shouldn't have to say this, but here we are. Unless 
there is suicide in the themes of a fic, I don't want to hear it, and I never want to hear about 
rape. Ever. Or sexual content in general, thanks. Nothing I ever write is intended to be read as 
sexual, everything is strictly platonic. 


5) No trauma dumping. I am not your therapist, I am a stranger on the internet I do not need 
or want to know the stuff you have going on 


6) No yelling at the characters. They are characters. they cannot hear you. Angry comments 
even if they aren't directed at me are no fun and I[ don't like them. 


You can find me on tumblr at technobladesbasement 
If you're inspired to create anything based on my fics, art, writing, interperative dance you 
have full permission to do it. Inspiring other people to do stuff is my favorite thing, just give 


me credit 


I love comments but I am shit at replying to them because I have so much anxiety. So much. 
but I love all comments regardless and I thank everyone who leaves me one, they brighten 
my day 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


